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Like The Worst Kind OF Drug 


They were heading outside a hotel to their bus,but stopped for a bit of signing here and there,making little 
chats along the way. Slash stepped towards a girl who was holding a sharpie and a magazine. 

"What is he like?" 

"What is who like?" 


"What is Axl like? When he's offstage,when there aren't any cameras?" 
The first thing that crossed the guitarists mind was ‘he's like the worst kind of drug’. 


He wouldn't show any affection in public,or when there's anyone else around. But Godwhen you're alone with 
him,he'd be the sweetest lover you've met. Somedays he'd need all your attentionhe'd sit infront of the 

TV blocking the view,so you'd only pay attention to him. Other days he'd push you away, because he needed 
space, needed air, needed to think. Alone. 

If you'd have trouble falling asleep, he'd sing to you. When he's having nightmares he'd cry for a little in his 
own bed,gathering strength to get up and admit that he needs you. Then he'd stand beside your bed, asking if 
he could sleep next to you, while he'd be playing with his hands,looking nervous, being afraid of being rejected 
or being called names. And then he'd wake you up in the morning with breakfast that he made, but he wouldn't 
say anything. 


But that's how he is. Wouldn't thank for anything,afraid of being told it wouldn't happen next time. He was a 
childreally. A scared,hurt but fucking strong child, who wouldn't hold mommy's hand on the street, but would 
ask her to hold him while he falls asleep. 

He would often overreact small things when he was stressed. And he'd scream that you don't understand, how 
could you, nobody gets him and he's fucking done with this whole shit we call life. 

Then hours later he'd run up to you and kiss you with all he's got, saying he's fucking helpless without you. 
Saying you're his whole world, you're the only one he can really trust. And you'd take him back, because you 
couldn't not, he really is like a drug, bad for your soul, your health, your life, but you don't care and you need 
another fix, God, you need it so bad. You need that red haired, green eyed drug with the innocent looking pale 
skin and the tragically poetic mind. You need those beautiful hands that can play the piano so well. The hands 
that write down such amazing lyrics, that are only for you. Nobody, but him and you, only the two of you 


know they were written only for you. 


"He's a good guy,really,but he doesn't let people close enough to see that" -was all he said. 
And it stayed that way. No one said anything, ever. The drug and the addict kept their secret till the day when 
death tore them apart. 


After all, no one wants to be remembered as a junkie, and no one wants to be remembered as something that 


caused the death of so many. 


